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christian elder godma

you
who shake your Zaprudder footage
justice
at the wet grace of god
anyone w/eyesight knows
the heavens are out there
and
they’re black
like my mother
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godma dogma
runs rampant to the jook joint
and all that satanic
and irrelevant
jive jazz
velocity philosophy
w/low down no good dirty
rats
on the flaming perimeter
of the headless negro
who grieves
for mortal guns and mortal flesh
who sleeps in seven taxis a night
who dreams of the ball game
who wept for the green wishes
of just another hopeless race
who was arrained by the lost courts
on purpose
who dragged in w/the child
you once knew
as daughter
who complained about the sexless
tenants in the next room
who paraded about conceptually
nude
in the superstore of love
and seriousness
who whispered tears about uprising
who pierced Malcom X
in just another fit of trial and err
jealousy
who threw out his pitching arm
who is sticking it
to the vein
somewhere violated
at a glass reality in Saigon
who was pressured into the
white miracle
of the civilized cosmos
as though it were
the common
rigors
of the space program

